TRAVEL-DIARY
gentle young man with a puzzled scowl, who spoke ade-
quate English. On the basis of demanding twice as much
as one expects to get, we asked for a private car to take
us to the front, and an interpreter to accompany us.
Major Pan scowled and looked worried. It was he, we
learnt, who had had to deal with the American journalist.
Perhaps he foresees that we shall be an even greater nui-
sance. Finally he took us in to meet General Li himself,
Li speaks no English. He is a very polite, nut-brown
man, with an enormous mouth and deeply intelligent
eyes. Through our translator wre asked for passes to the
front. Li replied that the front was extremely dangerous.
We answered that we didn't mind. Li bowed. We bowed
back. Tea was drunk. The interview closed on a note of
polite obstructionism.
A few hours later, to our surprise, a soldier came round
to the hospital with a couple of signed permits.
March 26
We have changed our plans* It is no good badgering the
unfortunate Major Pan, whose final suggestion was that
we should go up to the front by train and return the same
day—this would mean spending only a few hours in the
trenches. Also, the movements of the troop-trains are
worse than uncertain. So we have arranged, through
Chiang, to hire rickshaws and travel quite independently,
by road. Major Pan, whom we have seen again today, to
get road permits, is more discouraging than ever. The
road, he says, is liable to attack by Japanese mobile units
operating behind the Chinese lines. However, after much
bowing and tea, the permits were signed.
This morning there was a big air-raid on the station and
the centre of the town. The planes were overhead for near-
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